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For she all natures under heaven doth pass,
Being like those spirits which God's bright face do sec;
Or like Himself whose image once she was,
Though now (alas I) she scarce His shadow be.

Yet of the forms she holds the first degree
That are to gross material 'bodies knit,
Yet she herself is bodiless and free,
And though confined is almost infinite.

That it cannot be a 'Body

WERE she a body, how could she remain
Within this body, which is less than she?
Or how could she the world's great shape contain
And in our narrow breasts contained be ?

All bodies are confined within some place,
But she all place within herself confines;
All bodies have their measure and their space,
But who can draw the Soul's dimensivc lines?

No body can at once two forms admit,
Except the one the other do deface;
But in the Soul ten thousand forms do sit,
And none intrudes into her neighbour's place.

AH bodies arc with other bodies fill'd,
But she receives both heaven and earth together;
Nor are their forms by rash encounter spuTd,
For there they stand, and neither toucheth cither.

Nor can her wide cmbracements filled be;
For they that most and greatest things embrace
Enlarge thereby their minds' capacity,
As streams enlarged enlarge the channel's space.

All things received do such proportion take
As those things have wherein they are received:
So little glasses little faces make,
And narrow webs on narrow frames be wcav'd;